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HORROR 


less — the noseless one — "Then a 
dropped on his face. 

We bent over him and eyes eac 
"Stone dead," muttered Gordo 
"Ganra Singh—" I began; 
stood silently in the doorway, hi 
of his thoughts. Gordon rose, hi 
"Ganra Singh, where have yot 


i. "But what killed him ?" 
then both of us whirled. Ganra Singh 
5 expressionless features giving no hint 
i hand sliding easily to his hip pocket. 


"No, sahib. I am new to this English land; I do not know if mj 
naster had any enemies." 

"Help me lift him on this couch." This was done. "Ganra Singh, yoi 
realize that we must hold you responsible for the time being." 

"While you hold me, the real killer may escape.' 1 

Gordon did not reply to this. "Let me have the keys to the house.' 

The Sikh obeyed without a word. 

Gordon then led him across the outer corridor to a small room in 

ither windows in the house, was heavily barred Ganra Singh made n< 
resistance; his face showed nothing of his emotions. As we shut the dooi 
ve saw him standing impassively in the center of the room, arms folded, 
;yes following us inscrutably. 

We returned to the study with its shattered chairs and tables, its red 
stain on the floor, and the silent form on the couch. 
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"And I'll take a turn through the house. Ganra Singh may really be 
innocent, and the murderer lurking somewhere in the building." 

"Better be careful. If there fs such a being, remember that it is a 
desperate man, quite ready and willing to do murder." 

I took up a heavy blackthorn and went out into the corridor. I for¬ 
got to say that all these corridors were dimly lighted, and the curtains 
drawn so closely that the whole house appeared to be dark from the out¬ 
side. As I shut the door behind me, I felt more strongly than ever the 
oppressive silence of the house. Heavy velvet hangings masked unseen 
doorways and, as a stray whisper of wind whipped them about, I started, 
and the line from Poe flitted through my brain: 

"And th'e silken, sad uncertain ■ rustling of each purple curtain 

Thrilled me, filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before." 

I strode to the landing of the stair, and, after another glance at the 
silent corridors and the blank doors, I descended. I had decided that 
if any man had hidden in the upper story, he would have descended 
to the lower floor by this time, if indeed, he had not already left the 
house. I struck a light in the lower reception hall, and went into the next 


room. The whole of the main building between the wings, I found, was 
composed of Sir Thomas' private museum, a really gigantic room, filled 
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for her lover, and yet she says it can never be simply because I am z 
man of Cornwall." 

"'Tis a sad tale," I agreed, "and I suppose you want my help?' 
"That is why I lingered." 

"That in very truth she did. She said that all Cornwall men have 
tales of braggadocio and other tails, the very thought of which filled 
her with fear." 

"Do you mean that she believed you to be a tailed man ?" 

"Yes. That is what she said." 

"Of course she must have some reason for such an idea." 


"Naturally, if she really thought so, we cannot blame her for not 
wishing to marry you. Under the circumstances the lady showed rare 
judgement and a very fine discrimination. But why did you not show her 
she was wrong ?" 
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She did not wait for me even to introduce myself, but began, "Are 
you going to give me what I want?" 

"Well, that depends. So far, I have not the least idea of what you 
desire. Now if you want me to help you fight the Welsh, I think we can 
come to an understanding." 

"Don’t be silly. I had another reason for coming to Cornwall than 
thrashing the Welsh, though I have every reason to hate them. Harold 
Dha was foolish enough to think I would marry him, and his offer was 
a deadly insult. I just want one thing, and that is the head of your Lord 
FitzHugh." 

I raised my eyebrows slightly. 

"Why Queen Broda! I am astonished. I thought you and the young 
man were friendly. It would be too bad to deprive him of his head, 
and he so young and wonderfully debonair. What can the poor fellow 
have done, that you treat him thus ?" 

"He courted me and when I promised to marry him, told me that 

"Well, what, of that? He had to be from somewhere, did he not?" 

"Now, listen to me, Cecil, son of James and grandson of David, you 
who hold your place as Overlord by some chicanery that has caused 
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There was no doubt left in the mind of Queen Broda. The man of 
Cornwall had had a tail; by my magic I had taken the tail from him; 
now that he no longer had the tail she could many him. She did not 
waste a moment but took the lad in her arms. She kissed him; he kissed 
her. I marveled diat any two persons could spend so much energy in such 
osculations. Rather tired and slightly embarrassed at being a spectator 
to such amorous time-passing, I suggested that we return to the library. 

There the priest waited for us. The young people talked matters over 
and arranged for their future. The Queen said she would never forget 
my kindness and that I need nevermore worry about the men of Wales. 
FitzHugh promised he would send me a golden chain to hold the Key 
to Cornwall, also some books he had which I would enjoy reading. So 
everything was lovely and that very night they were married by my 
priestly friend. 


ct morning when they departed I went down the road a piece 
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RICK BALLARD GAZED once again atr the tiny inflamed 
marks on the throat of the unconscious girl. His face, drawn with worry 
over this mysterious illness that had attacked her, had grown even more 
pallid at the words of Tholl. 

"But, Professor!" he exclaimed. "What you say is impossible. Im¬ 
possible! No one but a superstitious child could believe in such things." 

Professor Tholl shook his head impatiendy. It was a noble head. 
White hair, cut long, cascaded down almost to his collar; his white beard 
suggested wisdom and vencrability. A large, strong nose rose incisively 
over firm lips and chin. TIis eyes were gray, cool and piercing. "If it is 
not that — what is it?" 

Rick Ballard gnawed at his lip in perplexity. "How should I know? 
Even the doctors couldn't tell." 

The combined night staff of the hospital had just left the room, after 
having bent over the girl who lay like a pale statue in her trance-like 
state, and studied those inflamed little marks on her throat with the grave 
profundity of ignorance. No two of the doctors had arrived at the same 

"Of course they couldn't tell," said Prolessor Tholl. "But / can, al¬ 
though I wouldn't dream of declaring the truth to such advanced— sci- 










And then he saw the thing they had come to seek; saw it on the bed 
with Priscilla— on her very pillow, half hidden by her long golden hair— 
next her bared throat. 

Something small and dark and batlike, it was barely to be seen in 
the vague light. Something with a reddened and repulsive snout, that 
stared at them with beady, wicked eyes, and squeaked and mewed. Some- 




"Do you mind— " he said finally, "is it all right to open the window? 
This sickening smell..." 

"Yes, yes, open it," said Tholl wearily. "It dpesn't matter 
now. Nothing matters, tie's escaped — gone ..." 

Rick ilung the window open, and gradually the odor of corruption 
and death faded from the room. Then he bent ovej; Priscilla Rand, who 
still lay motionless on the bed—a marble white figure that might have 
been mistaken for a statue save for her faint breathing. 
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It was an ordinary figure, a body of average height, clad in the 
plain dark garments of the professional man. But the face atop the 
conventionally draped shoulders was far from average! 

It was a long and narrow countenance, with a long, high-arched nose 
and a narrow, long chin. In the dead whiteness of the skin—an unwhole¬ 
some, greenish pallor—were set blood-red lips like a fresh wound. The 
eyes were dark and narrow and had a hint of a slant like the eyes of 
an Oriental, but as none of the other features carried out the hint, this 
was probably an indivudual and not a racial peculiarity. 

The man stood there a moment, peering at them out of his secretive, 
narrow, black eyes. 

"What are you doing here?" he demanded curtly at last. "The hos¬ 
pital has long been closed to visitors for the evening." 

Rick glared. He had seen this curious looking fellow, one of the stall 
doctors, once before; and he had formed for him one of the reasonless, 
instantaneous hatreds with which complete strangers now and then inspire 

"We have permission to be here," he said angrily. He turned^ to the 
professor for confirmation. But Tholl seemed not to have heard what 
had been said. He was staring at the doctor, staring with an odd in¬ 
tensity that left deep puckers around his keen old eyes. 

And then came a most unlooked-for interruption. 

From the bed behind them sounded a rustling of bed-clothes. Priscilla 
Rand, immobile as a statue for over forty-eight hours, was moving! 

Both Rick and Tholl whirled to gaze at her . . . 

She was sitting bolt upright. Her palelips were parted a trifle; her face, 
framed by her silky gold hair, had the dreamy look of a sleepwalker; 
and her wide eyes were turned hill on the red-lipped, dark-eyed doctor. 

Then, abruptly, she screamed. It was terrible, that sound, cutting 
like a knife thrust through the air of the bleak room. 

"Oh!" she choked, raising her hand to point fearfully at the doctor. 
"Oh! Stop him ! Stop — " 

She fell back on the bed, as lifeless as before. 

Tholl's bearded lips writhed back in a snarl that was almost animalis¬ 
tic as he turned to face the doctor. 

"So it's you!’ he grated. "You! Spawn of hell! And you dare to 
stand there and ask me what I'm doing here!" 

Cold curiosity was the only emotion reflected on the doctor's face. 
He smiled, a maddening, supercilious smile that made Rick ache to plant 
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"I mean that he is our antagonist—that smooth-spoken, snaky-eyed 
creature that just ordered us out of Miss Rand's room." 

Rick started twice to speak before he could get his incoherent thoughts 
into words. "Professor, this is— I can't quite— I think you'd better ex¬ 
plain, as well as you can, what this is all about. I hope" —he smiled 
wanly—"you have a fairly reasonable explanation to make. I'm not 
feeling at all sure of my sanity right now !" 

"You're sane enough, my son," sighed Tholl; "though perhaps, when 
you've heard the explanation you ask for, you'll wish for the forgetfulness 
of madness. But I'll tell you as simply as I can the events leading up to 
this scene you just witnessed in Miss Rand's room." 


"THE THINGS I AM ABOUT TO tell you," said Professor 
Tholl, pacing back and forth across the floor as he talked, "are things 
which, in this so-called civilized age, are held to be unbelievable. Never¬ 
theless, I think you will believe them; you've seen the results of one of 
their manifestations! 

"Thirty years ago I was fortunate enough —or so I thought then — 
a western college and devote my time to a hobby that had fascinated 
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"To turn this monster over to the police!" exclaimed Rick. But Tholl 
slowly shook his head. 

"I thought so. But really it won't do. Can't you guess what would 
happen to you if you went to the police with any such tale as this, in 
spite of the proof offered by the fang marks on Priscilla’s throat?" 

Rick stopped in his tracks. He could guess. Easily! He would land 
in a madhouse! 

Then he started on again, red glints in his eyes. But again the pro¬ 
fessor stopped him as he read his thoughts. 

"It will do you no good to seek out this Doctor Quoy personally, 
either. In the first place, you would be as helpless as a child in his 
hands. In the second place, he won't be here any longer." 

"Why won't he?" 

were showing. 

"As a vampire, he is chained to darkness. From sundown to sunrise 
he moves and has consciousness. During the daylight hours he must 
lie in his vampire's trance in whatever dark hiding place he has found 
for himself." 

Rick was unsatisfied with this. Incredulously, he went on out into the 
corridor. He returned in a moment, biting his lips. 

"Well?" said Tholl. 

"The night nurse says Doctor Quoy has gone. She says he is never 
to be found in the hospital after four in the morning." 

During all the professor's bizarre account, Rick had wavered between 
credulity and unbelief. Naturally enough, all his training—the training 
of ail normal people — argued against the possibility of such things. 
Now he burst out with one of his doubts. 

"You say this man, Doctor Quoy, worked with you for three years. 
Yet you didn't recognize him, in Priscilla's bedroom, for several minutes. 
How was that?" 

"Because the body he now inhabits is not the body I was familiar 
with," Tholl pointed out "You remember, I said his spirit—soul, in¬ 
telligence, call it what you please—took possession of the remains of 
another man, one whom I'd never seen, when I clubbed his own body 
into such a state that he couldn't use it any more. That was why I could 
recognize the essential Quoy only by the agitation of Priscilla Rand and 
by that little drop of fresh blood my eyes finally distinguished on his 





you are so directly involved, you will help me exterminate this fiend?" 

"With my life," said Rick. "Give me whatever orders you please, 
and I'll see that they're carried out!” 

The broad firm hand of the young man met the slightly unsteady 
hand of the old one in a tight clasp. Then they went to Professor Tholl's 
huge old house to get what rest they could during the balance of the 


EARLY AFTERNOON. The 


had slept fitfully. 
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all morning; and now, with little appetite, they were having an uneasy 
breakfast. 

"Shouldn't we have gotten Quoy's address from the hospital last night, 
and forced our way in there at once ?" said Rick. 

"For what reason ?" inquired the professor. 

"To try to catch him there unawares." 

Tholl's heavy eyebrows went up. "I'm afraid you don't understand 

exact—even yet. Do you really think he would stay openly at a known 
address during the daylight hours when he is powerless?" 

"He might." 

"There's little chance of that." 

"Anyway," said Rick doggedly, "I think we ought to phone the hos¬ 
pital, find out where he lives, and pay the place a visit just 
on the chance." 

The professor shrugged. "Well, it won't hurt, I suppose," he decided. 
"I know in advance we won't find Quoy there. But we may find some 
possession of his, some weapon to be turned against him." 

Rick telephoned the hospital and found that Doctor Quoy was listed 
as residing in a large, well known apartment building about half a mile 
from Tholl's house. Also, Rick found out something which astonished 
him, but which the professor had rather expected. 

Doctor Quoy had resigned precipitately from the hospital. He had 
sent his resignation by messenger immediately after leaving, just before 
dawn, that morning. 

"Hopeful, in a way," muttered Tholl. "It shows he feared us at least 
a little. Only too little, probably. He knows, and rightly, that he is my 
superior in occult power. Well, shall we go?" 

A few minutes later they stood before the hall door of the apartment 
given as Doctor Quoy's. Boldly, Rick rang the bell. But there was no 

"How will we gel in?" he asked. Simple as the point was, he hadn't 
thought of it till now. "I suppose we could break the door down, but 
that would raise a lot of nuisance for us." 

The professor motioned him to stand aside. "Bolts and keys are not 
the only things that open doors," he said. 

Whereupon, he did a curious thing. Rick couldn’t quite see what it 
was, and was never afterward able exactly to describe it. He only knew 
that the professor's hand barely touched the door knob. The extreme tips 
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muscle! Bones rubbing dryly against each other, muted only partially 
by some clinging, muffling fabric! 

Hardly had the stunning realization come to him when he saw some¬ 
thing grope slowly around the door frame and reach out in his direction. 
That something was a hand. But it was not a hand; it was a thing 


composed of five, jointed bones of different lengths, like a loose-spread 
bundle of sticks only vaguely resembling fingers, held together by cords. 
which were frayed and dabbled with brownish-red clots. And on the 
middle stick, the longest stick, was something that looked like a finger- 
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"Good," said Tholl. "And by the way" — his tone grew casual—"if 
an actual bat should blunder in at the window, or the transom, for 
heaven's sake drive it out before Miss Rand can wake and see it" 

"A bat?" echoed the nurse, staring. "In the heart of the city ? Im¬ 
possible !' 1 

"Improbable, at least," the professor agreed. "I just thought I'd men- 
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the professor mutter something under his breath. Then there was a click, 
and light flashed up. 

The prosaic electric-light bulb, hanging from a cord in the roof, in¬ 
tensified rather than diminished the horror of that underground place. 
The harsh, glaring light shone only too clearly on the lestooned spider 
webs, and the slow oozing drops of moisture that appeared from the raw 
earth of the walls to drip monotonously between the rough supporting 
timbers. The air of the place was damp, stifling. It was like a crypt. 

And then Kick started, while his face went chalk-white, lie stared with 
pounding heart at something stretched out in one corner, something that 
sprawled in ghastly rigidity on the earth floor. 

Like a crypt? The place was a crypt in actual fact! There was its 

It was the body of a man of average height To judge by the condition 
of the flesh, and the look of the splotched, discolored clothes that covered 
it, the body had been there a long time. Another thing that hinted that it 

rank and unkempt, like foul weeds growing on a grave mound. 

The face was covered with dried, reddish-brown splotches. And these 
were seen to have come from the head, the back and top of which were 
horribly crushed in. 

"My God!" whispered Rick. "Who was this?" 

"That is the mortal part of the man I hired in an evil moment to be 
my assistant. Doctor Herbert Quoy. And that" —the professor's lace 
became set and grim—"is the 'tool' I am about to use in trying to locate 
Quoy's whereabout. To that lump of clay is chained the spirit of the 
man whose body Quoy now wears—a spirit that shall be my helper!" 

Rick was speechless. The overpowering closeness of the air in that 
hidden cave, the subtle warning of dread things about to happen, above 
all the presence there of that ghastly, pallid figure, filled him with a long¬ 
ing to be through at once and rush back out into the clean, open air. 

out toward the red splotched face. But before they touched it, he gazed 
up at Rick. 

"This is a moment of great danger," he said. "I have never dared try 
such an experiment as this before, so I do not know exactly what may 
happen. Whatever it is, be on the alert for it!" 

Wordlessly, Rick nodded. The professor began the procedure that 
was to haunt Rick from then on in nightmare-ridden sleep. 

A sentence came sonorously from the professor's lips. Rather, it was 
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Her skin was mottled with alternate light and dark splotches; her hair 
fell haphazardly to her waist in ugly nonarrangement; her face was 
bloated and warty, her cheeks aglow with the everpresent heat of her 
oven. It was this latter feature that had caused the islanders to sing 
of her as "Miru-th e-ruddy." 

I turned my head to absorb other details. The ground all about was 
cluttered with untold millions of human bones, all sizes, all shapes, and 
all were picked completely clean of meat. Akaanga, the fisherman-slave 
of Avaiki, stood behind his mistress. He was nearly as tall as she, but 
had that "lean and hungry look" that Mr. Shakespeare so immortalized. 

and shape than their mother, being but six feet tall. They were all ex¬ 
ceedingly lovely. A hundred yards away, I could see the famed oven. 
It was roughly a large dome of iron with an open door, through which 
could be seen red tongues flaring briskly. 

A sudden movement caught my eye back on the right. A tall, sleek 
form was gracefully dancing its way to Mini's side. This, I decided, must 
be the demoness' son. He was about the same size as his sisters but, 
whereas they were clad in nondescript clothes, his garments contained a 
fantastic assortment of hues and colors. As he whirled in his exquisite 
ballet, green, red, yellow, violet, and orange whisked themselves across 
his body in a nearly hypnotic display. I watched with fascination his 
entrance, each move rhythmically choreographed and stylishly executed. 
My hand moved to my waist and patted the flute as he came to a stop 
before his mother. 

do you like?" she asked him. 

Before he could answer, I stepped forward and bowed gravely. I have 
always been an exponent of direct action. There is usually little point 
in trying to bargain with hunger demons such as Mini, as their appetites 
are constant and their desires inflexible; nevertheless, a straightforward 
agreement would save everyone a lot of trouble, and failure to get one 
would do no harm. "O mighty Mini," I said humbly, "I come 
before you to beg a minor favor on behalf of the people of the island of 
Kanagea." 

She looked at me with surprise and scorn. "How dare you address 
yourself to me?" 

I ignored her remark and continued. "The chief of the island of Kana¬ 
gea is a noble chief. He has led his people wisely and well for many 
years. His only misfortune was in being unable to die a warrior's death 
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IT SEEMS STRANGE, NOW, that the first newspaper report 

Pierre, S. IX, Oct. 29, 1929. (Special) An enormous bin! swoop¬ 
ed from the sky to the farm of /ames French, in Clinton Town¬ 
ship, twenty miles from here, yesterday, lie picked up an ox in 
his talons, and flew awiir with it. 

local scientists think that it was a plesiosaurus (sic) that has 
somehow survived from prehistoric times. 

(Editorial note. The "local scientists" have probably confused 
"plesiosaurus" with "pterodactyl." The former was a large water 
reptile with a long neck. The latter was the ancestor of birds and 
the first vertebrate to fly. Of course it was really a large eagle. 



















MY KKCONNOITKRING RAID and its results caused a very 
uncomfortable feeling in the breasts of the human race. There was an 
uneasiness abroad, an idea that possibly man was threatened in what 
he had never even considered his citadel, but merely his dwelling, need¬ 
ing no protection. 

In foreign countries very kind things began to be said about 'our 
threatened American brothers" in newspapers and parliaments where 
comment had not always been so sympathetic. A common danger began 
to draw the world together. And the raids continued. Men and animals 
disappeared, some of them in sight, some of them without being seen to 
&<>• 

The next encounter was even more discouraging. Lieutenant Camillo 
Pcrclli, second to fight and fall, had profited by the experience of Fowler. 
When he sighted a roc at buffalo Lick, Minnesota, where he was sta¬ 
tioned, he did not take off at once and under him, as his predecessor 
had done. Waiting until the quarry had gone away some distance, he 
spiraled up about ten thousand feet, and then suddenly shot toward 
him from behind. Fie never could tell his own story, but observers de¬ 
scribed what happened. 

"When I saw l’erelli come after that bird like a streak of lightning," 
said old Andrew Peterson, a neighboring farmer, "I said to myself, that 
Kve-talian knows his business. He'll pepper him good and plenty." 

He did know his business, but his tools were not good enough. He 
opened fire at about five hundred yards, but nothing happened. Closer 
and closer, and still nothing happened, except that the great roe began 
to soar. There were no flying feathers, no fluttering wings, no stagger¬ 
ing fall, as had been expected. 

"Is it possible that he is not hitting?" asked the onlookers. "Hard¬ 
ly so. He is a practised machine-gunner, and the mark is bigger than 

If he was hitting, as seemed probable bv the roc's change of direc- 

became the hunter, circled up, swooped, and knocked Pcrclli and his 
plane out of all balance to the ground. Plainly the machine-gun bullets 
did not wound. It was important to learn why. 

The problem had now become much more difficult.. It was bad enough 
when the rocs merely oulllew the aviators. Much worse when the machine- 
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base. The bill Is twenty feet long, and two feet through its substance 
in the thickest part. Feathers of tail, ninety feet. Eight inches through. 
The body is covered with short feathers, forming an armor impenetrable 
to anything but high explosives, or armor-piercing shells. Stomach con¬ 
tained the remains of several cattle, horses, and men. There was also 
much half-digested grain. Sex, female. Six partly formed egss. Dissection 
was very difficult Feathers, bill, etc., were so hard that only metal¬ 
working tools could be used." 

We had now a fair idea of what we had to fight. The general public 
was much reassured. They were just big birds, after all. Artillery and 
bombs for them. See how quickly dynamite killed the one that had fallen. 

I did not share the optimism. As I turned away from the scene, where 
I had been present as an observer for the general staff, I thought of the 
size, agility and resisting power of our foes. Above all, I considered 
what had not been thought worth while to put in the bulletin —the great 
size and deep convolutions of the brain. 

"We have seen that these birds can learn," I pondered. "What will 
they learn next ? Our standard is what we call human intelligence. They 
are outside of this category. They have an intelligence of their own." 

A council of war was called to determine the best way to fight the 
invaders in the light of our new knowledge.. 
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"The planes will be organized In squadrons, each machine of which 
will be in tune with the same plug on ray board. All orders will be 
given by squadrons, which will operate as a unit under my orders. 
Co-ordinating their work will be extremely difficult, true, but I 
am confident that 1 can do it I have made a special study of sky angles 
and their relation to planes (geometrical planes, you will understand). 
They are the foundation of all airplane maneuvering." 

"I can indorse what Latham says about airplanes and air angles," 



ily accepted 
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necessary. The need was fortunately and effectively supplied in unexpected 
fashion. 

The chief of staff called up, saying, "I'm sending you a mathematical 
wizard. We have been trying him on everything from calculus to multipli¬ 
cation, and he can do anything. He will be all right if you can keep 
the girls away from him. Some sheik! Wait for Lieutenant Arthur An- 


The ’’sheik" arrived in a few minutes, and proved just what I wanted. 
The caution about the girls was needed. A party of rather haughty 
Red Cross nurses of high social standing were visiting the camp on 
business. All the lady-killers of whatever rank had been repulsed with a 
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